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luscious black beauty is one girl who knows 
she wants—she wants a man who's all man, 
who'll treat her like a woman! “I’m a real 
e when it comes to love!” Dee Dee said. 
n | get started, man, | really take off and 
's nothing that's gonna bring me back down 
long, long time. | can go on all night long, 
need a guy who can keep up with me!” 


As you might expect, a wild creature 
like this has her share of guys trying to 
tame her. “So far, we've all had 
ourselves a ball,” she said, “but | 
haven't met a guy yet who can keep it 
up for hours on end. I’m like a 
bucking bronco, and if any male is 
looking to be an easy rider, he better 
look someplace else!” 

What is a fascinating hunk of woman- 
hood like this planning for her future? 
“I do things on the spur of the 
moment,” she said. “No big plans. Just 
do what | want, have fun, live life to 
its fullest.” If any of you guys out 
there want to find her, just take out 
your geiger counter and check out the 
hottest spot you can find! 


TATLE-TALE 
GRAY AND 
THE SEVEN 
DWARFS 


Seven deformed little men wanted her to live with them! 


by Eric Thomas 


Once upon a time when there was no 
smog or taxes, there was a little princess 
named Tattle-Tale Gray who lived with 
her wicked old stepmother in an ivory 
tower that had a picture window over- 
looking the moat. The little princess was 
very unhappy because her wicked old 
stepmother was jealous of her and 
treated her very badly. The reason for 
this was plain to see. Tattle-Tale Gray 
was 38-25-36, while her wicked old 
stepmother was 36-25-38. This would 
be enough to infuriate any wicked, old 
stepmother. 

Until little Tattle-Tale Gray blos- 
somed into maturity, the wicked old 
stepmother had no problem. She would 
stand before her magic mirror, wiggle 
her hips, draw back her shoulders, in- 
hale her tummy into her chest, and say 
in a hoarse voice: 

“Mirror, mirror, on the wall— 

Who's the sexiest babe of all?” 

And the mirror would leer at her and 
say, “You are, you doll!” 

This would make the wicked, old 
stepmother happy, and she would bump 
and grind from the room whispering 
dirty words, and then she'd change into 
her ugly-witch costume, climb aboard a 
hopped-up broom, and have a few drag- 
races in the moonlight with the other 
bats. 

Lately, however (in fact, ever since 
Princess Tattle-Tale had graduated to a 
C-cup), the mirror had been evasive. 
“Don't call me,” it had said only the 
other day. “PI call you!” 

The wicked, old stepmother could 
see the handwriting on the wall. (It had 
been left there by some college boys 
she'd had over to the palace one after- 
noon for a spot of booze and a few 


laughs.) She knew it was Tattle-Tale 
Gray who was swiping her thunder, and 
she knew just what to do about it. She 
called in her executioner and told him 
to take the princess out into the woods 
and do her in. 

The executioner was very happy to 
do this, since the execution business had 
been pretty slow lately, what with the 
holidays coming up and all. But the 
young lady he escorted into the woods 
was so sweet, so charming, so well- 
shaped, so agreeable—he just couldn’t 
kill her. So he let her go. 

After a while, that is. 

And then, exhausted, he went-back 
to report to the wicked, old stepmother. 

“No, no, no, you idiot!” the wicked, 
old stepmother screeched, when he told 
her how he'd done thevlittle princess in, 
“I meant I wanted you to rub her out.” 

“I tried that, too,” the executioner 
said, sighing at the memory. “I always 
like to try and better my position.” 

“We'll see about that,” the wicked 
old stepmother said, and suiting her 
action to her words she led him into her 
bedroom. 

Meanwhile, Tattle-Tale Gray had 
gone wandering through the woods to 
get as far away from the palace as: 
possible, and she came upon a small 
cottage. She went inside. There were 
beer bottles on the floor, pictures of 
nudes on the walls, and traffic signs in 
the kitchen. 

“A bachelor must live here,” thought 
little Tattle-Tale Gray aloud. She knew 
what a bachelor was, because her 
wicked, old stepmother occasionally 
brought one home. Apparently, bache- 
lors were more fun than collecting 
matchbook covers. 


“I do hope he’ll let me spend the 
night here,” she thought, also aloud. 
She was quite certain he would; bache- 
lors were quite neighborly that way. 

No one was around, so she took a 
cold bottle of beer from the refrigerator 
and went into the bedroom for a nap. In 
the bedroom, she got a surprise. There 
were seven beds. 

“Gracious,” exclaimed Tattle-Tale 
Gray happily, “this must be a boys’ 
dormitory.” And she curled up in the 
nearest bed, hoisted the bottle to her 
lips, and prepared to wait their coming. 

And she fell asleep. 

Several hours later, the Seven Dwarfs 
came home. They were not really 
dwarfs; they were only college boys 
who didn’t make the basketball team 
and were out to a local tavern celebrat- 
ing this victory of brains over height. 
Their names were Nasty, Sneaky, 
Creepy, Slimey, Greasy, Nosey, and 
Droopy. They staggered into the cot- 
tage, stumbled into the bedroom, and 
saw Tattle-Tale Gray sound asleep in 
one of their beds. 

“Oboy!” Nasty said, for it was his 
bed the princess was in. “Oboy! Any of 
you guys want my matchbook collec- 
tion?” 


Meanwhile, back at the palace, the 
wicked, old stepmother had taken the 
executioner and drawn out from him, 
among other things, the information 
that he had set Tattle-Tale Gray free. 
She put on her ugly-witch costume and 
went after the girl. 

She arrived at the seven dwarfs’ 
cottage just as a handsome, young 
prince came riding up on a white horse. 


Together they looked in a window of 


the cottage. It was the bedroom, but no 
one was sleeping. 

“*They’re—they’re playing musical 
beds!” the wicked, old stepmother ex- 
claimed. 

“Just my luck,” the handsome prince 
sighed; “Pm tone deaf!” 

At which the wicked, old stepmother 


pulled off her ugly-witch costume. 
“You don’t need ears to make music 
with me, sonny,” she told him. 

The young man whistled (off-key, of 
course); he hadn’t known that witches 
didn’t wear underwear. 


“Here, prince,” the wicked, old step- 
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mother said, beckoning. “Here, prince.” 

The wicked, old stepmother took the 
handsome young prince back to the 
palace. Tattle-Tale Gray became house- 
mother for the Seven Dwarfs, but she 
never told anyone the details of her job; 
despite her name, she was one Tale that 
didn’t Tattle. o 


Where there's Hope, there's life. 
We This big gal is the life of any 
party she's at or with. You can 
tell by looking at her (all of her, 
if you have wide-angle vision!) 
So she's a fun person to be 
with. She's always clowning 
inche 8 having a good time. 


HOPE 


Does this beauty have a boyfriend? “A 
boyfriend?” Hope says in amazement. 
“Listen, honey, there's too much of me 
for just one boyfriend. 1 got lots of "em, 
and there's still plenty of me left over!“ 
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Hope springs eternal. She's 
warm, loving, and affectionate. 
“Give me the right man,” she 
says, “and I'll hold him and hug 
him and smother him with 
kisses.” You can plainly see that 
this black Amazon isn’t a phony. 
What you see is what you get. 
That's Hope for you—in the ever- 
loving flesh! 


In her spare time she wrestles in 
the nude. “It's a lot of fun,” she 
says with a playful wink. “No 
matter who comes out on top, 
both of us end up being win- 
ners!” 
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A LONG, HO 


There were so many women 

out there — young girls, bored 
housewives and Dave was willing 
to take them all on — 


One at a time, of course. 
— 


David got up from the sweatsoaked 
bed. Jennie lay swirled in damp sheets, 
her dark hair tousled like a score of 
frazzled feathers, spread fanlike over the 
pillows. She moaned softly to herself, 
her eyes closed in heavy exhaustion. It 
had been sweet as a honeydew melon, 
David thought, and now that love was 
over, he felt sticky all over, clammy. 
with his body’s cold-hot wetness. The! 
sweat was drying on his chest, but under 
his arms and between his legs, rivulets 
still ran and caused an itching. 

“Stay a while, Dave,” the girl whis- 
pered. 

“It’s too damned hot, Jen,” he said 
and wiped droplets on his forehead back 
through his wavy brown hair. 

“I know,” Jennie said quietly, “but I 
don’t like it to end so fast, to have you 
go away, without—without another 
kiss.” 

Dave’s temper rose like a flare from 
the distant sun. The kisses had been 
salty, distasteful. He thought he could 
see a faint mustache under Jennie’s 
nose. No, Dave didn’t want to concede a 
last kiss, even. 

“You better get out, Jennie. Your 
old man’ll be looking for you. You had 
enough kisses, anyway,” he finished 
weakly. He reached for a towel and 
began stroking his nude body to blot up 
the moisture. 

Jennie gritted her teeth, kept her' 
tongue inside her mouth. Her fists 
clenched at the sheet sticking now to 
her golden body. Did he have to be so 
blunt? She looked at the face she had 
been so close to moments before. He 
was like a delicate axe, lean and cruel, 
high cheekbones, blue eyes that were 
blue as a teal’s wing, but sometimes 
bright with a strange, hidden hate. His 
lips were almost like a woman’s, full and 
ripe, but were twisted, from a slight scar 


over his lip, into a permanent kind of 
smile. 

“All right,” she said finally, admit- 
ting to herself that David Curson was 
handsome as a man could be, but mean 
as a stallion at mating time. She rose 
and got another towel. Dave didn’t even 
look at her. It was over, and what more 
was there to see? A woman never 
looked too good afterwards, anyway. 
Jennie might be a little put out now, 
but she’d get over it and come back for 
more, those thighs of hers hot under a 
flaring print skirt, her mouth hungry for 
more kisses. 

Jennie tucked the towel about her, 
and huffed off to the bathroom. Why 
was David so silly? She flounced a large 
hornrimmed comb through her hair—it 
cooled her head, unstuck it from her 
woman-tiny skull. My old man’ll be 
looking for me. Humph. She perked her 
face in the mirror, peered at herself like 
a child. She had done it so many times. 
“Am I pretty?” she would ask herself. 
She asked Dave that once. 

“Pretty as can be,” he had said. 

Purty. He said it like a mockingbird 
twittering on a morning branch. Jennie 
bent her neck to bring her face closer to 
the mirror. Her pores stood out and she 
didn’t like it. Dave was no good, she 
decided. Comb through her hair . . . She 
made a silly face... A silly face, so 
recently warm with kisses. She almost 
cried. Am I silly? She touched a finger- 
nail to her cheek. Stretched the skin and 
opened the pores. I’m gettin’ old. 
Puttttt! she spat on the mirror and 
tossed her head, affecting a proud mien. 
Phooey on David. Phooey on Men! She 
made a sign with her finger. The obscen- 
ity of it made her laugh aloud. That was 
what men did, made a middle finger 
into a dirty filthy wear 

“Hurry it up, will you, Jen,’ Dave 
called, and Jennie jerked at the resonant 
sound. She wanted to douche right 
now. 

“Okay, Wait a minute.” 

“Well, make it snappy!” 

In the intricate manner of women, 
Jennie stalled deliberately. What was the 


matter with him. Not a question. A 
statement. She moved her head becom- 
ingly to see herself ladylike and regal. 
My body is all he wants. Well, why 
should I? Me? Jennifer Ambrose Rob- 
bins declare myself his pretty? Just for 
that man. Never! I’m a married woman! 

She jutted her chin up proudly, 
swept her hair back over her forehead 
with a delicate flick of her hand. In the 
mirror, her face broke up into fragments 
and tears came silently. I don’t want to 
cry, she said to herself, and wept as she 
touched her body with anguished fing- 
ers. I don’t want to—to do anything. 
Why can’t I have at least somethin, 
The frustration was starting to seep out 
through her thoughts as David pounded 
on the door. 

“Out, and that’s final!” 

“All right,” she said and stilled him 
with that. Drying herself. Dressing in 
her shift. It clung to her before she was 
through struggling into it. Her husband 
said it was too tight and got mad at her 
for not wearing panties. 

“Another kiss, Dave?” she asked as 
she came out, poured into her printed 
shift. 

“One is not enough sometimes, Jen- 
nie,” he said, “and sometimes one is too 
much.” 

And don’t pout, he thought. 

“TI see you—tomorrow—I guess,” 
she said petulantly. 

“Sure, Jen.” 

“Bye.” 

She moved away and toward the 
door. 

“So long.” 

Hell, it was over, would she never 
leave? 


The door banged behind her and 
there was an emptiness in David. But he 
couldn't keep her around this place too 
long. It was too tricky. There was her 
old man. 

She thinks I just want her for the 
sex. That's it, too. But, heck, sure 1 
want her. Too many problems, though. 
Most of the women he loved were 
married. 


Forgetting it all, wiping it away, he 
threw the towel down and flaked him- 
self out on the bed ... he looked like a 
starfish washed up on the white beach. 
It was hot and he wanted to rest himself 
before he left the town. Jennie was nice, 
but she was just another lonesome 
housewife. He didn’t want to be tied 
down like her. She has a husband. I’m 
free. 

She needs it. I don’t. Give her a 
thrill. What do I care? Another girl in 
another town. Sleep will get her out of 
my mind before I go. 

Dave stretched out nude, his body 
nestling into the drying wet bed. He was 
tired. His eyes closed, and he blanked 
his mind as much as he could. 

But just before he fell soundly 
asleep, he wanted her again. Jennie, or 
anyone. Jennie was most near, but it 


may as well be the waitress down the 
road. 

He wanted her, he wanted them all. 
The sleep of tiredness came over him, 
and the last brief flash of a summer so 
hot he couldn’t remember a hotter one, 
as he slipped away to dream the same 
way he had always dreamed. 

He saw them all, the married men 
and their wives. The happy people and 
their happy children. Their nice homes, 
their lawns, their playing. And David, 
the man with no name, no home, not 
even a house, roaming in lightening and 
fog, in corn high and wheat blazing, in 
snowed mountain tops and lonely little 
roads through green shades . . . 

Sleep, and a girl over the hill. An- 
other Jennie. Another world. Another 
fragment of love. 

Sleep, and nothing. Just a thumb in 


the wind, and the next car coming to 
take him out of one existence into 
another. 

A kind of peace, he thought, for a 
lonely man. Lonely. And he and Jennie. 
The same, but different. You can’t give 
something that isn’t there. He saw them 
all-the women, the nice women, the 
lonely women, the bored women, the 
ones who supermarted, the ones who 
laundromated, who drank, who lived 
dreary days. He slept with this series of 
hot thoughts, he slept shallow. 

But the road tomorrow was full of 
Jennies. And all of them so tender. 

David whimpered as he slept, and 
when he got up from the bed, it was 
soaked again, with just his own sweat. 

He may even have wept, as he left 
the town, but the corners of his mouth 
were bowed in a smile. e 
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Carmen is a girl who knows where it’s at and 
isn’t afraid to reach out and grab it in her lovely 


black hands. “Some of these cats come on 
strong,” she says, “but when | get them by the 
short hairs, they really know what's up! / 
handle my men rough-and so far | haven't had 
any complaints!” 


Carmen is a girl who knows where it’s at 
and isn't afraid to reach out and grab it 
in her lovely black hands. “Some of 
these cats come on strong,” she says, 
“but when | get them by the short hairs, 
i they really know what's up! | handle my 
men rough—and so far | haven't had any 
complaints!” 

Men are putty in Carmen's hands. “I can 
wind them around my little finger,” she 
boasts, “that is, until they start getting 
hard on me.” Little wonder her boy- 
friends are known as lucky stiffs! 


ing better t 
de: 
naked over the sand. “Well, actually,” 
she amended that statement, “the 
something 1 like to do better than 
that. But you need another person, a 
man, to do it with!” 
The heat of the blazing sun on her 
e an aphro- 
Pve been running 
I get real hot—sexually, I 
o when I get back home, no 
man is safe.”, But then what man 


would want to be. 
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Debbie’s liking for the wide open spaces comes 
naturally, for she was born and raised in West 
Africa. A Big Dame Hunter discovered her 
nubile form, took her under his protective 
| wing, and returned to the United States with 

her. “He was very nice to me,” Debbie sighed, 
“but he’s gone now. I guess he just couldn't 
keep up with me.” 


Gladys is one giff who knows where 
she's going—Alaska. “I heard the 
Eskimos up there rub noses,” she says, 
“and | want to see if it's true, Why 
not? I’ve rubbed everything else!” 
Before she leaves on her trip, this 
dark-skinned beauty is going to give 
each of her many boyfriends a going 
away present. She didn’t say what it 
is, except to state that the whole 
package is big and black and won't 
have any coverings on it. 
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“|'ve always wanted to do it in the snow!’ Gladys confides. “I just 
hope | won't freeze my you-know-what off!” Little chance of that. 
A body like hers could melt an iceberg! 
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NOTORIOUS 
CLEOPATRA 


The history you see in most of the 
Hollywood films doesn't really tell the 
whole story. Usually things are cleaned 
up so that the sex is clean and virginal. 
What really went on is left on the pages 
of those musty books in the restricted 
section of the library. 

The Notorious Cleopatra is a film 


that takes a look at history as a human 
and sensual event. These photographs 
taken while the film was being made 
show people doing what they have 
always done; drinking, eating, balling 
(and other things), and in general just 
having a goodrol' time. 

The ‘film brings out little known 


facts, such as Cleo was really a dark- 
skinned, sloe-eyed swinger who spread 
her legs not just for fun, but for politics. 
(Things haven't really changed much, 
have they?) There is also some evidence 
that she wasn’t really playing both ends 
against her middle with Julius Caesar 
and Mare Anthony, but that all three 


were doing their act together. And Cleo 
was a chick that would take on any- 
body, anytime. 

One of the biggest scenes in the 
movie is the orgy that was held to 
celebrate ... well hing. It’s a 
lavish spectacle, as you can see, and all 
of the cast really put their hearts, souls, 
and whatever else was handy into it. 
Naturally, the central figure is Cleo, 
who does some interesting things to, 
and with, Mare Anthony. And while all 

is going on, there are some 

shes over to Ceasar’s part 

ng that he is hard 

on, and in, his broads. Ah, those were 
the good ol’ days! 


BLAGR 
GALLERY 


Would you believe that this trio of 
delectable dusky dolls have been bo- 
som friends for as long as they've had 
bosoms? (And that's a long time, as 
you can plainly see!) Well, it's a good 
story, but we wouldn't lie to you. 
These girls live in different parts of the 
country and they ve never met each 


other. 
Giselles, the luscious chocolate-flavor- 


ed lass with the hat, comes from Los 

Angeles, where she works as a car hop 

in a drive-in restaurant. She likes her 

ally keep me hopping,” 

adding with a demure giggle 
“especially after hours.” 


Denise, the morsel of dark meat with the ring in her nose, isa 
Chicago-based cutie, an exotic dancer in one of the Windy 


City’s popular nightclubs. “The ring,” she says, “is symbolic, 1 


want a man who'll lead me around by the nose and master me. 
Of course, I expect to take hold of him someplace—but it 


certainly won't be by the nose!” 


Then there’s Rosella, she of the beads and white underwear, a 
savage native to the jungles of Harlem. Rosella is a lady of 
leisure, “I don't have to work,” she tells us, “because I have 
lots of rich boyfriends who give me money because they're 
very generous, But then, maybe it’s because I’m very generous 
too—with everything I’ve got!” 


Paulette 


his dark-eyed nymph doesn't believe 
1 woman's lib. “I want a man to 
ontrol me,” she says, I want him to 
oss me around and give me orders 
nd tell me what to do and how to do 
Of course,” she added with a 
ductive smile, “| know how to do a 
t of things myself, but it’s the man I 
ant on top—in more ways than one!” 
his girl is a real homebody. She's got 
ie kind of body any guy would want 
) keep at home—for his own private 
leasure. That's okay with Paulette, 
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who says, “I want to kneel at a man's 
feet and do anything he wants me to 
do. Of course, while I’m kneeling there 
in front of him, a lot of men seem to 
get one particular idea about what 
they want me to do.” She didn’t say 
what that was, but the way she smack- 
ed her luscious lips gave us a clue. 


a cal Fora 
Right now our brown-skinned lass is playing the field, looking for 
the right man to settle down with. “I’m open to all comers,” she 

told us. And | do mean comers!” 


All photos are posed by professional 
models, and any text accompanying the 
photos is not intended to portray the 
actual names or conduct of the models. 
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